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CHAPTER | weiner. -paslialal 
The Master. tossing back her y 


“I, my lord) * 
GRAY, sullen sea breaking The tall noble 


>), along a gray, bleak and en 
—$ coast; gray, frost-blight- - “ 
ed meadows. stretching il, b 
: away to where the forest. - con fror 
line showed against a gray sky; and on- 
the road this gray-eyed man.- Lodok- 
ing, the girl’s heart died. : 

Yet, after all, his escort formed a 
_ vivid relief of color in the somber 
_ scene, with their martial richness: of. 
costume and glint of costly arms. And 
_ the perfection of discipline with which 
_ they sat their horse, awaiting the 
Jeader’s orders, was in marked contrast 
to the huddled confusion of the other 
group. The second party, of which 
the girl was one, was much the smaller 
and contained four women. 
_ “So, Giles, you cross my lands?” 
asked the master of the situation, the 
-. gray-eyed man who held his horse mo- 
tionless between the two parties. 

“ Yes, my lord,” stammered the cap- 
_ tain opposite, uncovering his head. 
The other laughed contemptuously: 
“Yes, you do well not to remind me 
that the lands belong to my father and 
are mine only by right of conquest! 
Yet you are a coward; too, for you 
think what you dare not say. You ride 
from the seaport?” | 

“ On a peaceful errand, my lord.” 

“There can be no\peace between 
-. your master and me. Which of these 
FE. is the Lady Gabrielle? ” 

The man Giles turned hesitatingly, .marriags 
but before he could speak one of the ono 
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“et face remained unstirred; 
~ wering, superb figure had a steel- 
se Sad inde xibility of purpose. . 

De TF you know even so much of me, 
i you know that my kinsmen and I 
et nies of years standing. I will 
Se fet you pass to Oscar. ; 
S #7 pave done you no wrong, Count 
re ad.” she cried. 
*. It is not you I strike, but 
San = They love, you, theretore they 
iH not possess you. 

ae te one Saal hand over her 
‘and looked at him. The men 
~» her stood overawed and 
-<: her maids huddled behind her 
es One and all knew Bertrand, 
Leo mere. 
“an strike me also,” she declared 
i “| love your brother, sir.”’ 

» sorry for that. But you have 

s thrown ona battle-field, and must 
the issue.” a 
bit her lip to still its quiver. 
‘ou will send me back to Nor- 
» then? It is hard, but I have 
o strength to resist you; I will go.” 

2 ie | 


2?” her terrified eyes flashed 


No. Let them look for wife and 
ter, and find the place empty! 
‘hem turn to Falconmere and see 
vere! I take you for my wife, 
Gabrielle—not from love, but 
hate.” 
*My lord!” protested the horrified 
es, aroused at last. 
brielle gave a low cry, her head 
ing forward to her horse’s mane. 
earless Ellena slipped from her 
le and ran to her mistress’s side, 


d to the front—a white-haired 
riding a mule. — | | 
fd Hertrand, cannot even your 
meuessness spare this child?” he 
ee. t i no 


re 
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‘No, no, no,’ moaned Gabrielle. 

Bertrand turned his glance that way, 
then suddenly dismounted and crossed 
to her side. Standing, his height was 
even more apparent; before his stately 
and indifferent bearing the men drew 
aside with respect, although he was 
separated from his own people and at 
the mercy of an unexpected blow. 

“ Raise your head and look at me,” 
he directed calmly. ‘Can you read 
hére any hope of escape? Did ever 
Oscar or the baron tell you I was re- 
lenting or easily moved from a pur- 
pose? As my wife, you go with me. 
I will not remind,one so gently born 
and bred that you might have been 
taken otherwise.”’ : 

She raised her head mechanically 
and met the gray eyes whose fame had 
awed a countryside. | 

“ Be pitiful,’ she whispered, stifled. 
“Send me back! I will enter a con- 
vent; I will never see Sir Oscar again. 
Be satisfied with that.” 

“Tt is not enough.” 

 T will die! ™. 

“Vou will marry me first.”’ 

She sank forward, half fainting, 
He swept her easily from the saddle 
into the curve of his arm, and turned 
to bear her to the line of his own men. 

That audacity was too much. Knife 


in hand, the desperate Giles sprang ~ 


forward, risking all on one lunge that 
should bury the blade between the 
noble’s broad shoulders, 

The attack was unforeseen, but 
Bertrand wheeled like a supple wrest- 


i ee 
“Ha!” he exclaimed, and caught 


the man’s wrist as it descended, twist- 


ing it mercilessly. , 

Giles screamed sharply. Without a 
change of expression Bertrand flung 
the crippled man away and went on. 


No one interfered. A shudder ran 


through the lesser group, and the wom- 


en began to sob weakly, but even El- 
lena shrank back before the master’s 
_ slight gesture. | | 


his lady = Now, 20.00," he ordered the priest. 
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The old man stood his ground, bare- 
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ainst the church and take my hi 
" agains 


THE CAVALIER. Ee, 
ywn flut- : ing the ce ir 
aes an wis i ck gor fae ord was prone 
d wit 7 fore the x last word W lor 
oa oe pers oe brought him 
‘ ns ny 
ing conipa 


r Watt ‘in then, 
; ielle in - i ae 
grin ill not wed you ae er Yon who go to my 
¥ My ay : ‘sh refused undauntedly. 

the lady bids, 


; d brother,” he addresse 
‘Not though you raise your hand posith: * report to he a 
again seen. You will tell the 
home my wife. Whe 
let them think of 


And bethink you that there comes a 

em sail ironically, Setting 

Gabrielle on her feet and Ps her 

to him that she might not fa a 
“ Well done, father! Few men 

said ‘ will not’ to me. — is ty 

danger to you from my hand, For 


lady's bidding—” He bent his head 
and spoke at her ear. 


There were only a few sentences 
quietly given in his level tones, but as 


she hated _ 
istened the oung girl shivered _ 
aksti putting ee tree hand across that, to r 
her eyes, her flowerlike face changing who died | 
as under a blight. 

“ The lady consents,” 

“Do you bid me w 
man, daughter?” asked the good 
father, deeply troubled and distressed, 
yet helpless.as she herself 

“Yes, since there is no help,” st 


> her clear Voice shattered and 
“An Pray for me.” 

“ My lord, she is the baron’s w 
exclaimed (;} 


iles, Starting 
where he had fallen, « Th 


ere 1s no 

right in this! My lord, my lord—” 
“Take im away, Cedric,” Said 
Bertrand curtly. 


& heutenant lif 


he finished. 
ed you to this 


ard!” 
up from 


€ awoke 

in place again before the 
Other party realized their €ader’s dis 
appearan 


Was repeated to the priest. 
There 


as ne choice. Gabrielle 
Mst the encircling arm, 

Biddy, her heavy frin 
black lashes Jy; 4 


ge of 
ying on her cheeks. Up. 
Smiling, Passionless Count Bertrand 
eld h by hi Side an made the 
Necessary Tesponses. 


-who wish to go with their 
Dae way come to her side,” Count 
F and added with his chill authority, 
oe ewaryice will be no different 
ee hat it would have been at Cas- 
Tryere. except that the Countess oi 
| ee js a greater lady than sir 


Pe wArsy’s wife would have been. 
Fe as she bids you!” 

ie wouren looked at each other, 
oe and pressing closer together, 
=. came across. Only Ellena 
* the hair from her flushed, 
i and stepped forward to 
te her reverence to the man who 
oe i you, my lord, I will stay 
ye Lady Gabrielle until I die. 


Gis 
a . oe > 


ruggled against it, biting her 
Tins in fruitless rebellion ; but, 
sed Bertrand gained his victory 
¢ making move or word. 

“th—the countess, my lord,’ the 
sided sullenly. | 

od «You other maids va he 
wit a purse that tinkled plethori- 
vith gold and silver coins, and 


it to them—‘ you have not 
“my wife without payment. 


fieutenant had the lady’s horse 
iness. When Gabrielle had been 
the saddle he stepped back and 
he count’s stirrup for him to 


ht, slim, auburn-haired, rather 
nate in appearance, and a boy in 
beside his chief, no stranger 
have guessed that Cedric Arm- 
was only less dreaded far and 


a 


oe etolt iia 4 
As they rode mile after mile into 
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“Stay, then. Mount the countess’s 
maid.” 

The command was promptly obeyed. 
Aroused by Ellena’s movement from 
her side, Gabrielle drew the white veil 
across her face and obeyed Bertrand’s 
signal to ride on with him. 

“Lady!” cried Giles  piteously, 
from his place among the men-at-arms. 
“ Gracious lady, leave me not to these 
devils!’ Speak for me!” 

Gabrielle reined in her horse, raising 
her beautiful, horrified eyes to her hus- 
band. 

“My lord, he but tried to defend 
me,’ she pleaded faintly. 

“TI cannot revoke what I have spo- 
ken, madame.” 

“ He was kind to me,” she said, and 
turned away*her head. 

Bertrand regarded her strangely. 

“Have you, in your own hour of 
pain, thought to spare for the aching 
shoulders of a peasant? Goes your 
charity so deep?” he asked, almost 
with mockery. 

“I pray your grace for him,” she 
insisted, too dazed and broken for 
other retort. 

He turned half impatiently to the. 
lieutenant. 

“Tet his lesson be gentle, Cedric,” 
he amended briefly. “Hold your 
heavy hand in limits.” 

An irrepressible twinkle flickered in 
Cedric’s celtic blue eyes. 

“He shall go comfortably to Castle 
Dare, my lord. But it is as well that 
I understood the charge in time.” 

‘Remember it, then. Ride on, ma- 
dame.” | | 

The short November day darkened 
to its close. Out of the north came a 
keen, strong wind, herding the clus- 
tered gray clouds across the dull sky 
and cresting the sullen waves with 


, 
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foam. Here, where England and 
Scotland merged, the winters were bit- 


) Cedric and his 


in her saddle. 
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their horses pantmg 
'} Bit. 
aa aide Count Bertrat 
an instant, ee 
es of his cloak. 
Ne vou frm is insufficien 
and you are of the south, 
ard, stooping, dropped t 
ground the girl's slight form. 1 so ab 
Gabrielle straightened herse oa 
stly that the cloak fell to the tte 
wef she rebelled passte! 


, +f} 
vetting ™ 


and cur 


d halted 
yew 


* r ¢*? 
a: No! No! : ” a 
ately. “ You stifle me—-I cannot bear 


it, Oh, if  anent hope to freeze ut- 
z 1 f . 
oy pa mistress $ cloak.” sa 

Cedric was already on toot and oat 
senting the garment with po 
deference. Bertrand took it from Aim 
and rewrapped the rich fold around 
ge 5, ~r the clasps, madante,” he 
advised. “One does not so easily 
freeze the heart. And beat not with 
your frail hands against the door that 
has closed upon you!” 

Silently Gabrielle's small fingers 
clasped the buckles, rough with gems, 
and the cavalcade moved on. 

With Bertrand’s cloak of velvet and 
costly turs falling over her black gown 
of nunlike severity, she rode across the 
sounding bridge into the courtyard of 
Falconmere an hour later, ‘ 

Up at the huge, grim, stone castle, 
with towers dark with age, around at 
the hurrying retainers bearing. torches - 
that illuminated paved courts and im- 


ptisoning | walls, she gazed—then 
slipped fainting from the saddle. 
Cedric sprang forward, FEllena 


rushed to her mistres 
quicker than either 
trand’s movement a 
pathetic figure. 


" Light the wa t 
o th aks 
€ commanded sd € east tower, 


ordered?” ‘S!! is prepared as I 
pick my lord.” / 
- his great strength her 


8, crying out, but 
was Count Ber- 
S he caught the 


Of one bearing a fras 


urde 1 
den fasily crushed. Before 


servants asec fl 
n one him Ellena followed 

sve : persistence and dread. J 
The whole castle bore wif, 
careless profusion and wealth 
‘ng strangely with the mar 
ness of discipline everyw 
‘This was a fortress re 


> o 


tT? 


tas 
a 


Pe 


And now 


ma Se Be 
d a 
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; la a 
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hearth. Sighing, she. Ia 
among the tumbl ed br 
and cushions, her eye: 


the floor and cloak 
dance. Set in all ¢ 


Twice Ellena ca Tad 
treat again before C 
gesture. But at last 
seemed to feel the 
upon ber. << ae 

She moaned fain 
turned her face from the 
stone-passionless face abov 
Bertrand stooped. 
._ “Madame,” he said. 
you hear me?” « 4 

Her lashes flutte 
dark eyes met his 
words, an agony of ex 

“My servants will | 

needful. Command 1 

them; this tower 1s° 


cation with the caste 
you the key to that 
her right hand and 
in it. Rea ene 
Her gaze. 
closed. 3. «> 


Due at last. Count Bertrand 
4 Bored away, but paused to 
the other woman: 

ace wardrobes against the wall 
a the apparel of the past lady; 
Seer As soon as possible, your 
: g shall have fitting attire—auntil 
caake use of this. Burn that black 
a she = wears! I wish to see it no 


“Tite ~ oF wartsied, looking the defiance 
er ad not voice. Bertrand passed 
“and the door closed. 

our passed in silence. Ellena 
. key, unasked, and made fast 
Seer Discovering the tray of 
e | wine, confections and pastries, 
- left at the disposal of a guest 
eat house, she tried to coax 
ts to taste of them. Finding 
; os yssible, she herself ate with 
uncer of long-fasting youth, and 
} to sit by her half-conscious 


re: 


rs and glowed, sending 
eee pe wees of te 
wed tapestry. Drowsy w ith 
ae an f { lulled by the quietness 
e girl, who lay face downward on 

ch, Ellena 's head drooped lower 


only Ga eats started to her 
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“Why?” Ellena faltered. 

“Why? What have I to do with 
Oscar’s betrothal ring, who am his 
brother’s wife? Hush, there is no 
help; we have a master, you and I.” 

As on the seashore road, the maid 
took the mistress into her arms and 
they wept together. 


CHAPTER IL 
Dick of the Falcons. 


“SO last night it was his- countess 
whom my lord brought home, 
and to-day there will be another arm- 
chair beside-his. Is she fair of face?” 
“Yes,” said Cedric Armstrong, who 
sat on a table in the falconry, swinging 
his handsome spurred and booted legs 
and watching the ugly little man at 
work among the birds. 

“Truly?” The ..other’s grotesque 
face twisted in a grimace. “ And she 
was as willing to be wed, they say, as 
this pretty hawk is to wear hood and 
jesses! Do you remember how he tore 
my hand when I first set to tame him ? 

é Yes.” 

Silence for a moment, while the 
squat, lame faleoner went on feeding 
his charges with bits of raw meat. 

“ My lady countess will have many 
a rare chance to tear the hand that 
tames her if she choose,” the little man 
resumed, peering aside at his compan- 
ion. “I heard once of a lady in Italy 
who drove the bodkin from her hair 
through her lord’s eye while he slept. 


So fine the weapon, so tiny the wound, 


that no one saw or guessed—yet he 
died. Or there beadies who know how 
to mingle the j juice of some dainty herb 


“with wine or food, and death follows 


from to leaye them free.” 


a. iy lord has taken a dove. 
. knows of stab or poison who comes 


“Ves,” assented Cedric dryly; “ but 
Little she 


1a convent of saintly nuns.’ 


(She was ete, to Sir Oscar | 
*! they If Count Bertrand 
lie lady tee castle and lands 
to. Sir par and his hese Goes 


ns Se” Aral” | Bas s 
fe a ge 


ete tie We ahenite. 
ee: amma AT 
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strong. Now I bethink me 4 
hair spells temper.” | 


“yep 
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C 1 
_ mT a) Tt woul 
as next of kin. No doubt (aca 


im to “Mi he red ey... 
pay richly the one who helped ht S Frigate desea sit heal fe 
ae The suggestion was bord. ha his swinging stride, — SOFT idoe 
the night implied ‘treason, yet tag ant Count Bertrand Técejy 


) Aecrtaeece ceived hing | 
Armstrong continued to smu ring antin his suite of Private hig Cts, 
listen, watching the falcons flutte he sat behind a broad table Nha 
n their perches. : ith paper | Ke Ls 
© The flespien little man, known 4S beie Raabe - ae sketched ial. 
>, : adi | house- usual report 
Dick Courte-jambe to the merry 


hold wits, covertly eyed him as one who peng ne nate directiong fo 

lays a game with his‘own destruction. tO give » alter which he Sat types 
Bertrand would mean an execution over the sentinels -i sate | viet 
‘“ You have been the count’s leuten- bring Srl attsick fron aoe 


ant for eight years, Master Armstrong ; Again, my lord pe stle Dain 


Set 
Ph. 


ever since you were a young dare-all _ Bertrand glanced has 
of twenty-two, and he—” nificantly. aen 

“He is thirty-four now,’ supplied “In fact, the “beng 
Cedric Armstrong. suffered each tine, Se 

“ A long service and a hard one, at I doubt if Castle-Tine, 
home and abroad.” tty again. . Vet op 

“I know none better,” said the sol- great, _ Watch the ¢, 
dier carelessly. ‘“ You are overfeeding : Yes, my lord?” 


the brown eyas, man! ” : go 
Dick’s ugly, intelligent face quiv- and inform: the “eo! 
ered with eagerness and doubt. Sharp- about to. have the hes 
ly he scrutinized the other man, itching her.” ~~ —_ is 
to speak, yet holding his tongue bridled Cedric saluted - 
by fear. Cedric remained silent, his of course, did not a 
blue eyes fixed on the floor. Upon an errand hee. 
“ Master Cedric! Master Cedric!” Marcel; nor did 
shrilled a boy’s voice at the door. he se neh 
““ My lord demands him.” ~~ f 
The pert, teasing face of Bertrand’s 
page, Marcel Taillefer, appeared in the 
opening. efiance 5 
“ Aha, I have the nicked bull’s-eye It was Ellena 
-—heis here! My lord is in haste, good of the east tower 
Cedric.” a Sage, te 
Cedric rose idly. “T will tell my f 
Be or ee | fly, then. Look to your sharply. ee ° ue 
pets, Dick; they have sharp talons. Cedric placed | 
That, jackanapes ’—he - caught the the door about 
grinning page a hearty box on the ear his blue eyes a 
in passing—“ that to help you remem- a certain sym 
ber my first name is not for your use.” “Talk to me first 
The boy ducked away, laughing and humoredly. “NX 
nursing his head, There ate pretty 
_ Oof, what a hand! My ears are. kiss with a wer 
‘ging vespers! I will remember— yours, mist 
when you can reach me—Master Arm- your 
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et Berta , verted on. 1. sing wp’ bas whe” 
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is eco git! But cross hum roe * pa 
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you may qo differ He touched a white mark Us “* 
mistress is HO more ely burn curls on his forehead. 
mistress rking in the aub r-thrust 
q starved gwrys we eget “This was where 4 dager burst 
e : x S j r€ ne | 
a bor agent of the caught me phon me orgs his 
Don these raw ¢ hic eyes wupon us from the tore RE hee 
a — he gout Bis <7 om left palm was set by Sir Oscar > ra 
wae | th ett hack i . +9 : : 
p ET. cea e< trange, ler. . n- 
at ft 0 ae he sits Bertrand leaned back, becomung ! 
= + jands an CO ee Ae id i] terested wr 2 
— ho wou a . d to re- 
eee. mere bare province NO Cedric? 
pgand 25 2 © : I have seem that call your wounds to me, Cedrit: | 
“the winning. ' ware 6c One more, my lord. Over ly 
£ the stab received 


Yew men have seen— 
| your mistress, and you are 
as 4 man-at-arms for her—tfor 
warn you. My lord can be just 
enerous; but cross him not as 


ue peace. 
in spite of herself, she stared 
for an instant. 
ke your back from the door so 
‘dose it, and I may believe you, 
ed. “And I will bring you 
y's answer.” 
ie §promptly complied 
d in her disconcerted face. 
él?” Count. Bertrand demand- 
his iewtenant returned. 


and 


roan 4 oes 
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heart is the trace © i 
when you and I fought alone agati>' 
L am remembermg how; 
was proved a 


last year, 
» but two 


traitor to you, Y° 
words: ‘ Hang him.’ 
was accused his bod 
from a rampart.” 

“Well?” . 

Cedric drew a step nearer. 

“ My lord, I have served you as best 
I could. I would ask your promise 
that if ever ] am so accused you will 
hear me im private and give me a little 
time-—not order me to exectition with- 
in the hour.” ae 

“Why do you ask that?” 

“T scarcely/know, yet, my lord--l 
guess and doubt. Grant me to keep 
silence still a while.” 

Bertrand nodded quietly. . 

“T give the promise, Cedric. You 
had no need to ask tt; you are not an 
Arnaut. “a A | 
_ He put out his hand, as Cedric re- 
tired, and turned an hour-glass that. 
stood upon the table. In all the north — 


ough . of England there could scarcely have 


been found another such toy of crystal 
vory inlaid with gold. It was no 
| e English than the beautiful man- a 
Tipts that lay near it, whose Creek & 
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. failed i fer eee 

asily: ortrand took her hand 4; 

sg Count Bertrand eae ered oie vie her chair, himsel 
. ) er Ta 
ee any gentlemen rouble in eat opposite. | 


4G er , ay re NO catise for faem 
iamegetves His peers e. ‘You haye no r fear 
seeding their native ang gia madame,’ he said, “ You fas 
rez 4 prain ane te Hae sas aca Rie 
When the oe to the pile 1m sate admitted me as your Guest, 1 
sand had added sith and went to 'v 1 will presently go from he 
lower crystal he ro’ ne wus speak together calmly, Sin 
4 rife, e Ce ‘ ‘ fm 
a on the door of t Tiileria to arrange a lifetime, 


tower was answered at a aud stood However cold, the wo 
opened, curtsied respectfully, unkind. 


aside. Bertrand’s gga ee With an effort Gabrie 
that her dress aa i * felt an im- the nervous treimors tha 
her hair cae for antagonists not and wont ert to bm. 
pare ot renee: i. “eyes opm the seieay 
ja ter : roved the good sense that a Se aod, fog = ; 
arated Gabriaile from a childish at- aha te } oe se 
sornpt to bar him out. But even so, he -she began, but her 


| So made 
1 for what he saw on ‘So mad?” 
was not prepared for w OF ae ae tee 
entering. oe to ‘z we 


abrielle de Foulke had grown to 
Laces cer in a bare, poor convent im : 
Normandy. The plain, black dress of 
the day before had represented the ne 
dress of all her life. Because she had ise across 
a reason for obedience, she had let El- lips quiver 
lena clothe her as Count Bertrand had conquered, — 
bidden, but she blushed pitifully and in 


sharp distress as he stopped, gazing at 
her. 


an evil thing 
The ladies of Falconmere had pos- “CTt ig ye 
sessed magnificent tastes. Gabrielle thrown b 
stood in the center of the room robed he said er 


in flowing crimson velvet. Open noy 
sleeves left her soft, fair arms bare to ) t 
the shoulder; around the square-cut suffer. fr 
neck she had drawn a lace scarf, but stronger, 
above its folds her white throat rose my brotl 
in unveiled beauty, 

Upon her small head her dark hair 
was piled in soft clusters and wound. kinsmen 


in heavy braids: the hands hanging you—reap 
clasped before her were without any “ Does 
Jewel except the r¢ 


ing Bertrand had flashed ot 
taken from his own finger to wed her. No. 
with the previous day. As he. ad- 
vanced 4 ste 


P, she sank in a rofound 
curtsy, protou d 


: The errs dignity of the action saa aee 
€ appeal of submission in her ad, ae Gs ee 
and the open door, n her dress 


her heavy; elt 
and extreme pallo 3 heaving breast _ 


r, could not ha 


have taken a wife she must maintain 


dienity.” 
saned forward, one hand over 
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©" Ah, then give me peace,’ she 
aded. “I know there is no help for 
* ever again. You said it last 
-g door has closed behind me. I 
am your wile. Oh, I should have re- 
rgsed that—I should have struggled, 
ened no to that good priest! I was 
raid! I was a coward yesterday.” 
“You were wise, madame.” 
® You meant—that—threat ?” 
f mever yet threatened what I 
j not perform. Yet, perhaps, I 
not have made that menace if I 
not known you would yield.” 
shuddered, a streak of scarlet 
© her pallor. Count Bertrand 
iched her meditatively with a cer- 
” wonder. 
1 he had gone to possess him- 
his brother’s promised wife he 
ed no such captive as this white 
sre from her convent. He fan- 
knew Oscar’s taste, and had ex- 
| some handsome, red-cheeked 


© recalled how once in his boyhood 
set a wolf-trap, and going next 
find the fierce creature, encoun- 
stead the soft, dark eyes of a 
wn, He had set the fawn free 
Id not free this captive. 
too late, now,” Gabrielle re- 
w voice hurried and very 
js no one of whom 
» much as a roof’s 


second key. 
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nat Madame, madame!” exclaimed 
ertrand, and, abruptly rising, he 


turned from her to one. of the deep-set: 


windows. 

She made no further movement or 
plea ; sitting in her splendor of crimson 
fabric and gold, with that tragedy of 
helplessness in her white face and 
large eyes. 

When Bertrand came back there 
was little change in his expression; he 
was. too long trained to self-control. — 

“ Madame, if you had spoken so to 
me yesterday you might have swerved 
me from a purpose for the first time in 
my memory,” he said very quietly. “I 
know little of such women as you; I 
cannot remember my mother, and my 
sister died when I was fifteen. I have 
lived with men and fought with men. 


You say rightly that you are too weak. 


to be my enemy. I can agree with 
Father Christopher; there should be a 
reckoning for this when I die—if they 
keep scores out there. But I accept 
your offer, and give my word to it. 
You have no cause to fear me, now or 
ever.” i 

“T thank you,” she faltered, and 
covered her face, tears coming with 
relief. 

He stood looking down at her; at 
her bent head with its weight of lus- 
trous hair, the daintily, useless hands 


and frail figure. : 
“ Give me the key to the door,” he 


requested finally. 

She drew the key from her bosom 
and offered it to him. There was suf- 
prise in her glance, but no distrust, and 
the confidence in his word touched 
home emotions he had thought dead. 

Almost gently he took the key, and 
through the ring holding it clasped a 


“Last night I gave you the means 
to bar yourself in,” he said. “ Now | 
add the opposite gift: there is nowhere 
‘a the castle you may not go, as I go. 
Trust for trust; you are not my pris- 


oner, but my wife. 
He gave her the keys and went out. 
Ellena, opening the door for her 
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“ You, Dick?” he 1 
coner. “ What brings you to 
of the castle? I do not love to 

t of place.” 
The little sii crept from his corner. 

“My lord, pardon,” he apolog1z 
glibly. “J would fain win favor, ae 
ing a poor cripple, so planned to offer 
the lady countess an humble service. 
Doubtless she will hawk and hunt, like 
all noble ladies, and I would ofter to 
train a young eyas for her—a sweet 
bird and gentle! ” 

Bertrand eyed him keenly, then 
shrugged his shoulders. 

“You are officious,’ he gave judg- 
ment. ‘“ But consult the countess’s 
woman, if you choose.” 

Dick stepped back, bowing abject 
thanks. But as the famous -noble 
passed from sight, the little falconer 
raised himself on his toes, and peering 
atter him, executed a weird, wizard- 
like dance of mockery and derision, 


twisting his face into grimaces of tri-- 


umph. 

Elena was closing the door of th 
tower when Dick thrust himself bien 
the opening and ran past her to cringe 
. exaggerated salute before CGabri- 
elle. 

** Noble lady, I am Dick—poor Dick 
: the falecons—honest Dick,” he 
: - nes. his beady, reptilian eyes seek- 
> g , at im girl’s limpid gaze. 

nd Vick, who feels for 4 lovely 


lady Wronged by the evil count! Shall 
pe, lady—help you 


ick help you esca 
car Pe”? 
§ instinctively, Ga- 


I : 
iely, Wh late,” she Said wonder- 
Oscar?” SORE. “yeu try see 
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, 5c = 
« He knows—Oscar Clow 


late? Aye, but not if Lucie 
dead. If you were a widows 
free, rich! Poor Dick kngys: 
might fall sick. Shall J] help tes. 
Shall 1?” ae 

Dumb, she looked at hi, ~ 


might have looked at some pion 
horror, her small fingers op, 
the cross she wore above her 4. 
“You are new to the thought 4 
he urged, his words tripping 2. 
haste. “ You will come to +. 
think of Sir Oscar who waite. 
It is easy—so easy ! i: oh ey iB 
meats too rich for wholes 
bodkins that scratch.” _ < 
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“ But Iwill come ; 
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“ Never come, Ne 
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fagerness. of her robe in: his his arm the ba g 


- and the motto in old French; “I 
* Se seanOns Falconmere?”’ he 
Heneed loudly. : 
> #A messenger from the right noble 
enn d'Arsy, under flag of truce,” 
. me cwer was shouted. 
“# Desiring to enter?” 
> * Desiring speech with the Count 
seeand of Falconmere.” 
> Cedric retired to report. Presently 
he drawbridge fell with a grinding of 
Seeins and massive beams, the huge 
etes opened, and the visitors rode 
M» the courtyard they had so often 
and so vainly battled to enter by force. 
Cedric advanced to meet the leader, 
npped short at sight of him, 
Stare for stare the other ar- 
ogantly gave him. 
© Well, Armstrong, have you never 
Seen me before?” he demanded, his 
in lip sneering. “ Or did you never 
Mk to see me here? Rouse yourself, 
a 
A deep flush burned through the 
euenant’s ruddy tan, as if he found 
¢ insult not expressed 
an excuse, 
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Seareely less amazed than Cedric 
had been, Bertrand recognized his 
brother. 

“My house is as you see it,” he an- 
swered, never more calmly. “ It may 
be my wealth is as honestly gained as 
Castle Dare’s poverty. Cedric, ad- 
vance a chair for Sir Oscar d’Arsy.” 

“IT will not sit or rest under this 
roof until you are dead and I step into 
your inheritance,” Oscar retorted sav- 
agely. “ Bertrand d’Arsy, where is 
my wife?” 

“T did not know that you had ever 
married.” 

“ You know well that I mean the 
Lady Gabrielle.” 

“ Ah! Then you mean where is my 
wife.” 

Their glances crossed, deadly as the 
crossing of swords. Oscar d’Arsy 
was smaller than his brother and with- 
out his imposing presence, yet hand- 
some and dangerous enough after an- 
other fashion. 

‘Giles told me the truth, thefi, be- 
fore I had him and the cowards with 
hini hung!” he snarled. “ You have 
her—you! ” 

“Did you doubt it?” asked Ber- 
trand. 

Oscar made 4 violent gesture. 
“ After the message you sent, no, 


ry 
You, who have been our curse—who 
have wrenched from us possession 


after possession—you fittingly snatch 
this! If I could strangle you—feel you 
die under my hands—” 

Bertrand smiled with meaning con- 
tempt. 

‘Aye, you are beyond that, too,” the 
other admitted. “No man in the 
countryside can stand against you. 
But my day will come though the devil 


with hate of you, and 


Count Bertrand leaned back. playing 


pendant at his breast. 
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rv ot believe it!” he cried, 

. a aifferent { jy appt Ay ; my 
tawni ar Oscar: 1 do NOt te, 

Pe a would not consent—she loved 
at ' rtrand’s slight, chill smile curved 
his lip. 

“Am 
so strong, 

#6 She— 

“She has been my wife for two 

“a?” 
og turned aside, his face writh- 
ing with struggling passions, his fin- 
gers closing and unclosing about the 
hilt of his sword. 

Cedric Armstrong glanced uneasily 
from him to where the Castle Dare 
men waited at the end of the hall, but 
contented himself with the knowledge 
that Falconmere’s forces were within 
call, and maintained his attitude of 
impassive readiness. 

“Let me see her,” Oscar demanded, 
turning back, half suffocated by fury 
and despair. “ Take me to whatever 
prison you keep her in, or bring her 
here! Let me learn from her whether 
you speak the truth.” 

Bertrand hesitated. 

“You refuse? You dare not con- 
sent! Oh, crushed and broken as she 
must be, tortured by your unpitying 
cruelty—even you-are ashamed to pro- 
duce her before these witnesses. And 
I stand here and cannot kill you!” 

“Cedric, salute the countess from 
me and ask her to accept your attend- 
ance here,” Bertrand commanded. 

Aequaint her that I have a guest.” 

Cedric. met his chief's glance com- 
prehendingly, knowing that he was to 
prepare Gabrielle for the guest’s iden- 
tity. And being sorely unused to la- 


dies of rank, although ready enough 


to coquet with the count 
ry girls far 
and near, he withdrew in some dismay. 
f I speak to her softly, likely she 


Will weep and 
refuse to come,” he re- 
flected gloomily, : era 


roughly my Ic a a 
Beelzebub, fly sa8 : wring my neck. 


Bentle and simple! FA 


I so gentle to defy, or is she 
brother?” 
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his life I never sought.” 


“If I speak to her. 


with all women, — 
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at last the pause grew too ter 
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have done each other much 
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“I remember my sister, 
died,” quietly returned ¢ 
trand., ea 
_ All dark thoughts met i 
Ing glances. The breath of bet 
a trifle. faster. .- ~ «= 

“ Adela was—” Osca 
ingly. ) 

A door at the side of the att 
open, held back by the 
Preceded by 


the barehe: 
followed by Elena and thi 
lish maids procured since 
Gabrielle of Falconmere we 
ly across the room. Mas 
Her lashes lying in a dat 
upon her colorless cheeks, 
noiselessly in her tratling 
Oscar, who drew back like 
to give her passage, and 
curtsy deeply to her he 
slowly turned and sank i 
curtsy to the guest. | 
Count Bertrand, who 
receive her, ceremomiot 
frost-cold hand and seated | 
chair beside his own. 
“You wished to ee 
brother,” he said. = "7, 
From one to oe ping” 
“Instead ‘of a WP. | 
tive in, sober black, © ‘aut 
splendid attire: ©, Cems, * 
banded with gold ane" & 
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Ss arms clasped from wrist to 
‘* with jeweled bracelets, the 


ery cross at her breast studded with 


SeGabriclie!” he cried.“ Gabri- 
"She shivered from head to foot, ly- 
sae in the cushioned chair, but did not 


—, 


“* Gabrielle!” he cried again. “Lady, 
dy. speak, or I shall believe what a 
nent since | would have called a lie 
ny man! You went with him? ”’ 
was taken,” she responded, her 
wer voice heavy with despair. ‘Go 
som here, Sir Oscar—Gabrielle de- 
dike died three days ago.” 
“®¥ou are his wife?” 
fam his wife,” her dull tones an- 


ar struck his hand against his 
hilt so that every one in the hall 
irted to the clash of steel. ‘ 
* And I was not there! Bertrand, 
erirand, by heaven and hell, by’ fair 
eans or foul, I will kill you for this! 
will live with the beasts of the forest; 
will learn withcraft from the old 


l to compass your death. By 


entence short in the 
his eyes falling on 
‘ked as to draw 
way. Cedric him- 
to meet that fixed 
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instant.  <Al- 


2 wes 
: , ae 
3 bal ; < 
io, 

Set = a : 


p34 eT 


oncluded : 


the countryside ; sell my life \ 


LUCIFER’S WIFE. 439 


“It would be sin,”’ she denied hope- 
lessly, not lifting her head from where 
it rested against the high back: of the 
chair. “I cannot fall so low. As you 
pity me, go from here in peace and 
forget me, a coward.” 

“You did love me! Gabrielle, Ga- 
brielle, you loved me when I wooed 
you in the convent garden in your Nor- 
mandy — have you forgotten me for 
this man? ”’ 

She turned her head then, her great 
black eyes sending him an anguish and 
reproach beyond speech. Of the two 
men, Bertrand best comprehended her 
suffering. 

“You do love me still!’ Oscar 
urged. ‘Oh, then, give me that tri- 
umph and so punish this man’s pride— 
say it; say it!” 

‘My house is old; and its honor 
stands high,” shesaid with the strength 
found in frailness. “I cannot say it— 
I am a wife.” 

-“ No: no wife!” he denied vehe- 
mently, springing forward. “J love 
you, J claim you. Gabrielle—” 

Blind with excitement, already he 
had set foot on the dais, when Count 
Bertrand stepped between, and, placing 
his open palm against the other's 
breast, sent him reeling back. 

“No farther,” he warned sternly, 
“TI have answered your questions; I 
have brought my wife for you to look 
upon; I have let you woo her before 
my eyes—now we end. You have her 
reply and mine; now go!” 

Oscar half drew his sword, poising 
as if to fling himself upon his enemy, 
but prudence choked back that im- 
pulse to suggest one less honorable. 
He wheeled toward the group of his 
followers gathered at the end of the 
hall, admitted there through Bertrand’s 
confidence in their pledge of truce. 

“1, me!” he shouted savagely, 
“ Up—kill me this man.” s 

Bertrand’s sword flashed from “its 
sheath as his enemy's men rushed in 
the treacherous attack. Cedric Arm- 
strong had left to carry out the order 


given, and the master of Falconmere’s 
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im 
own careless cotirege had left h 
alone in his own hall. aie | 
Oscar leaped back from the aca 
: ‘fer’s hand, rerus 
ing death in Lucifer’s , . closed 
the offered facet and the pac 
i re in numbers. 
vO cabrielle’s scream, mingled with 
Marcel Taillefer’s shout, as the first 
two men went down before Ber trand’s 
ors tle Falconmere! To the rescue!” 
ctied the fearless page, catching Ga- 
brielle from her chair and swinging 
her to the back of the dais before 
snatching his dagger from its scab- 
bard. . 
Straight to Bertrand’s side he 
bounded, his boyish eyes shining with 
the lust of battle as yet untried. His 
jeweled toy-weapon sank home in the 
throat of a fellow who had crept upon 
the count from behind. 
“Falconmere!” he shouted again. 
With a crash the doors flew apart, 
and raging Falconmere answered the 
alarm, pouring in to rescue its lord. 
As Oscar’s men had overwhelmed Ber- 
trand, so now they were overwhelmed 


th turn. The beautiful hall ran 
red, 


“ Enough!” Bertrand’s powerful 
voice rang command. “Give quar- 
ter.” 


The order came late. Of the twenty 
men who had followed Oscar D’Arsy 
into the castle, three remained erect, 
and they were wounded. The attem yt 
had been swiftly over and deadly in 
its failure. 

Oscar alone had escaped, and sullen- 
ly faced his brother across the space 
strewn with his stricken men. Gabri- 
elle and her women were huddled to- 
gether on the dais, and before them 
stood Bertrand and Marcel Taillefer. 

The silence that ensued was tense 
With expectation. Bertrand ended it, 

's cold voice unmoved as always, 

Sir Oscar, lend me that rag you 
Wear across your shoulder.” : 


he ‘sé ra 3 + 
Jas a searf, richly 
embroidered with the D’Arsy coat of 


arms. 
Dazed by a demand so unex- 
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the silk. Cedric Armstec 
rived and grim of brow. ¢ 
him and delivered it t5 the « 
Very deliberately Count. 
wiped his dripping sword. 
scarf before sheathing i¢ 4 
the dishonored cloth da 
men, brother,” he advised ‘oi 
irony. rk ee 
or dying, and I shall han, +t 
who broke their: pact Cha 
assassination on my hearth » 
my wife. You I 
keep—will you 


Choking with shame and 4 
car battled with himself, 
teeth. He knew Bertrand 
duel must and would end 
death. ae 

“T have no chance,” , he 
clously ; “ but my time will ¢ 

And turning his back 
the door without other } 
At a gesture from Bertran 
went with him to accomp 
parture from the castle. 

Marcel Taillefer, all the 
had gone to aid Gabrielle. 1 
the boy’s arm, she faced her 
keeping her eyes averted from 
battle had made hideous. — 

“ Let me go to my tower,” 
faintly. “Tam ill, ill!” — % 

Down from his lofty helg 
Bertrand gazed at her, h 
clear and cool, his color une 
the danger past. sg afl 
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* he corridor the young girl's arti- 
sorength gave way. With a moan 
“utter grief and horror Gabrielle 
against the wall. 

ena, lllena; he is gone! Let 
“pest here a moment. Gone, and I 
jd not tell him I loved him—can 
~ tell him! He fought for me. 
sear, Oscar, Oscar!” 
sovered her face, and the tears 
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ded through her slender fingers. 
wong also, Edlena caressed and 
ed her, murmuring broken 
: { consolation, while the two 
wlish maids looked on, stolid and 
The little. man who stealthily ap- 
ched them was unnoticed until he 


my lady; wo indeed to 
sir and true a lover!” said his 
“sh tones. “ Different, indeed, 
‘from grim Count Bertrand. Do 
Paweep only, lady? Some, so 
sd, have done more.” 
an exclamation Gabrielle 
, shrinking closer to I:llena. 
ottly Dick—poor Dick, the 
Wo it is to poor Dick to sce 
3 : ly; yet worse is 
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ately. “ Sainte Marie, what world is 
this? Go from me, sir!” 

The door to the great hall abruptly 
reopened and Count Bertrand appeared 
on the threshold. 

“Your voice, madame!” he ex- 
claimed, sweeping the group with his 
keen glance. “So, Dick? Madame, 
if this fellow has offended you” 

_" I was afraid,” she panted, still ga- 
zing with horror at the little faleoner 
who crouched before her in an attitude 
of exaggerated respect. 

“If he is at fault he shall be hung. 
I will not have these scenes when you 
pass through my house.” 

Dick gave a gurgling cry of abject 
terror; he knew the-menace no idle one. 

“Lady—lady—” he — implored, 
clutching at her robes. 

Scarcely less dismayed, Gabrielle re- 
coiled before this iron justice. Even 
though she knew the cripple to be more 
guilty than Bertrand dreamed, she 
could not sentence him to death. 

‘No, no,” she protested. “ He came 
upon me suddenly—I was giddy and 
easily frightened. It was nothing, my 
lord.” | | 

Bertrand readily conceived the lame, 
misshapen man, now greenishly pallid 
with fear, a figure to startle the timid, 
delicate Gabrielle. His brow relaxed. 

“Vou may go,” he granted curt per- 
mission to the culprit. “ And no part 
of your duty takes you to these places. 
I found you once before on the way to 
the countess’s rooms; the next time I 
find you in her path I will have you 
whipped. Madame, you are still sha- 
ken; lean on my arm.” 

In fact, the emotions of the last hour 
had left Gabrielle scarcely able to 
stand. She shivered at Bertrand’s 
touch, but passively suffered his sup- 


port. 
Ag he left her at the entrance to the _ 


east tower the distant grinding of the 
drawbridge announced Oscar's de- 


- parture. 


- But Dick gathered himself up and 


- fled out to» where Cedric Armstrong 
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Cedri, looked 


down at the clawlike 
rel gTasping 


his sleeve just _— 

Where Count Bertrand'’s badge shone 
On the green satin. 

" Yes, he ‘poke to me,” he answered. 

Dick | feverishly into the 
€, then pointed, spying 
a new evidence. ts 

“The ring? Oscar gave you the 
ring?” 

Cedric dragged off the diamond anq 
dropped it at his feet 


€ gave it to me beneath 
of my own men, yes,” he flared « As 
he looked treason at me beneath the 
fyes of my lord! [¢ ] live through a 
week it will not be thanks to Osear or 
you. Keep out of my sight for 4 
while; T am sick of plots.” 


Chuckling, Dick fell on his : 
ced to search for the ring 

gh pavement. 

and IT and madame,” he nod- 
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“ Madame? ” Ced 
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the eyes 
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you "see Sir Oscar to. 
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CHAPTER IV, 
The Queen’s Word. 


‘THE day after Sir 


Oscar’s Visit to 
alconmere, 


Cedric 


Armstron 
went to the east tower in search of El- 
ena. 


“T bring a Message for the comm. 
Stated to the girl, 


“TOM your Ilo 


rd, of course,” she 
Said, with more sharpness than. she 
felt. eying aslant his soldierly good 
looks and tossing her blond head. 

~ No? contradicted - Cedrj 
shortly, 
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have no right to receive the 
to carry. Though nag 
Would not be the cause Ons 
to harm from his pore" . 
“ Hates you, mice 
lena, scandalized. “ Why: “6 
“1. do» not knows: Sg 
Cie 5 ae f , it in his ge* | 
simply. “I sorts days that, 
Indeed, ae through 
the word passe eee em e. 
that Master Armstfoms 


at it over his sports, 


amiled the news to one 
ge rters, the castle 


-. 


“gn their qua ; 
g iter sof the Countess Ga- 
mag ws JO ith the count 
OMe when she was with the : ’ 

"invariably hovered near. i 
ot hall, during. their occasiona 
shenever possible he watched 
antiringly- 

: ed. household whispered 
 chafed because he could not ac- 
wy the count on his daily visit to 
toe in the castle disliked the 
‘Cabrielle. Into this new life 
sped very quietly; going to the 
‘where Father Christopher held 
;. spending long hours in teach- 
maids intricate embroidery, or 
9 and down the balcony en- 
the tower, wrapped in her furs. 
‘mes she rode out with Ber- 
“whose cold kindness never 
4 to her, and whom she obeyed, 
ery one else in his domain. 
r patient and harmless life 
oved Cedric’s hard watchful- 
her. His bearing was fault- 
respectful Count Bertrand 
have insured that—but his eyes 
ed her in a scrutiny wholly un- 
y. And he neglected his work 
bd his chief every possible hour, 
: a — upon himself Ber- 
Sharp rebuke. 
yeare for your duties; man! Do 
id for my lieutenant and mas-. 
‘household, or for a lackey to 
hind my chair? Is there no 
‘in the castle to hand me a 
FOw lax and idle.” 
eyed © far as to tighten 
™ teins of government, 


™ 


SS as | aie 
wo Wao eae 


Master Arm-- 
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he read, 
ys 
his 


trand, and stood by while 
waiting to prefer a request 10F a 
hunting. But what he saw Mf 
chief's expression held him silent. 

There were several sheets. When 
the last was reached Bertrand rest his 
chin in his hand and gazed long at the 
hearth piled with blazing logs. So, in 
repose, his face was cold and grave 
rather than cruel; but once he smiled, 
and then one timid might well have Te 
coiled from him. 

When he arose his glance fell on the 
boy. , 

“ Marcel, you are a gentleman, he 
said abruptly. “ Your father was my 
friend and left you to me as a trust. 
Have I kept it to you?” , 

The water sprang to the boy’s eyes; 
with the impulsiveness of his sixteen 
years he caught Bertrand’s hand and 
touched his lips to it. 

“You have been my father, sir,” he 
exclaimed. “Oh, if I have my gentle 
blood I have nothing else. I have no 
home but yours, no kin but you — I 
would die for you, sir!” ' 

“T think you have already tried 
that,” said Bertrand. “‘ But I have 
loved you, Marcel, and you are young 
to die. Remember that if I send you 
from here.” 

“There is danger?” 

“ There may be.” 

“Then,” said Marcel magnificently, 
“T refuse to go.” 

Bertrand smiled and went to the east 
tower, ' 

One of the English maids admitted 
him to the room where Gabrielle and 
her women sat at their embroidery 
frames. The scene was pretty, but it 


dissolved at the count’s entrance, Ga- 


brielle rising to curtsy with her grace- 
ful ceremony, and the others rising 
with her. 

_“ Madame, I have to talk with you 
of some matters,” he told her. “ Prav 


- send your women from us.” 


‘Surprised, Gabrielle complied, sig- 


ae naling the maids to retire to the room 
a beyond. She had long ceased to fear 


violence from this stately master. She 


Ec Ae ge $3) C3 Brae LS Ae ; ’ J : 


THE 


in W ing ex- 
wed at him now in wondering 
eons 
ina hicds. = | 
Me ertrend did not explain in pig vo 
After a moment ee aan — 
sheets from the letter in his hand anc 
gave them to her. 


9? 
“ Read; you may be concerned,” he 
said dryly. 


She took them. astonished, and un- 
folded the first sheet, which was the 


second of the letter, and commenced 
abruptly : 


So for that we were gai comrades ten 
years past, in London and over seas, | 
would fain warn you, Palconmere. 

Your brother Oscar came before the 
queen with this fine 


tale yestere’en. He 
Swears that you took the lady by force of 
arm and counter to her 


Prayer, she pite- 
ously crying out before all men, and that 
you by grievous menaces and blows con- 
Strained her to wed you. 

de swears also that h 
tle and viewed with his own eyes the mis- 
ery and shame with which she is used b 
you, so that there is y 
sO wretched. I know naught of these 
charges, Falconmer i 


e, that the Ber. 
trand d’Arsy of my day was a y 


ery devil 
when wroth or wronged, but laid 


no harm 
on woman or™ child. vor I never knew 
Oscar d’Arsy to tell truth if a lie would 
serve, 


Yet he has touched the fiery queen, she 
eing French like this lady, and she frets 
because the king is ill and cannot deal with 
you. So she sends this envoy to study 
what Se do, and make report of it. 

Scar speaks sooth, it is a wild life 
vou lead, and this a black deed. - He fought 
i & of this envoy, 
a force to join his and bring you a 
Prisoner to London Tower for chastise- 
ment, 
But soldier 
troubled. 


Ting back the lady, if all 
be as bad as told 


» and lay you 
an’ you resist. 

a tight glove for your temper to 
draw on, Falconmere, I know! But Osear 
vows you keep the lady like a serf, and 
Shows a letter she wrote him, imploring 
him for aid— 


under at- 


The letter fell from Gabrielle’s 
hands as she hid her eyeés. 


never did!” she cried, 


lord, I ne 


éé My 
ver saw Sir Oscar except in 
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- She sank back in her chair, and 


your presence, 4, ee 

never did to him, °° “4 

it? How could hep °¥ Coy 

NOW you a:, . 

said Bertrand te did 
She raised her heaq 
istress, 


ow? 3 F tty Slee 
will not blacken wo. an, 
have Watched you it fay ; 
What he Says of 
in S 


land, byt its “. 
lowers to Cut me down by 
would Scatcely balk at a lie” 
dame ”’—the 9, 


Le 


lofty—you love that sham, 

4, you are the dur | 

" My lotdT” gh, Pprote 
and red attling in-her cheek. 
Sinned, it was for me” 
_ Blighting lar 
aS composure... ; 

" For you? He was old 
were born, madam 


he finished for her, “ Lady, £ 
d’Arsy may have given himselt 1) 
cifer, but even the devil pegs 
his hand to Oscar d Any 
The convent-bred girl ia his 


salled. Yet some quality per 
' civic’ oath and shook her to &® 


ih ah 


“Ne net sie fond 
you choose. 1 © 


‘alconmere stands 


a letter if] her lap. 


a a the = oe . 
toons show me this, my 


Pg was MY whim," he an- 
yoo ogee # What you tell hin 


veg oll: me nor seek to know. 


ae: 


ta him strangely, then 
, fallen sheet and read the 


another matter. But J 
no madness of rebellion. 
first—in the end it. would 
® Biwen Bertrand de Falcon- 
ay broad England. 


time Ellena came to kneel 

istress's chair. 

me, you are troubled?” 

enied Gabrielle. 

rd has sent another great 
apparel. Never looked 
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~ her. 


Tike a Dick.” 
mang}. “ Se you take it? So? Will you let 
as._- Oscar's men_into the castle to-night ?” 
me. .” No,” hung Cedric. 
|» “No? No? You are pledged to it 
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“ And the falconer? 

“He crawled from behind me, ma- 
dame, wet his finger in his mouth, and 
wrote one word across where my lord 
had trod. His face was a thing to 
hide from!” 

“The word—" 

“ Nay, [ could not see. 

Gabrielle stood up, but before the 
answer reached her lips the long note 
of a horn sounded from the distant en- 


trance, halting the two women opposite 
each other. 
“4 visitor!” exclaimed the maid. 
“ A visitor to the castle, madanve.” 
With a blind impulse Gabrielle 
dragged the jeweled band from her 
hair, tumbling the silken masses about 


“ Haste—make haste!” she cried 
imperiously. ‘‘ Call Jacynth and Susan 
—et them bring whatever is costliest 
and richest, and dress me now. Let 
me do justice in my turn! Hasten, I 


say! $? 


CHAPTER V. 
The Silver Cup. 


C=EDRIC ARMSTRONG was pass- 

ing the door of the falconry when 
Dick Court-jambe hurled his small, 
misshapen body forth and gripped the 


_lieutenant’s arm with both clawlike 


“T have been whipped,” he choked, 
his face distorted by malignity. * Tied 
up like a hound and beaten! I! I! ” 

Cedric nodded his handsome, red- 


curled head meditatively. 


“My -lord keeps his promises, 


ou have taken Oscar's gifts. Why 


El- fot to-night? If you play us false, 


strong, you shall hang, too. Your 
You have 


gy 
4. 
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ve 
me Be 
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rnoon, with his gman 0" 
itted Cedric alt® S small eg. 
[ know it,” ae jing under never WaS @ 2UCSt nGreeam 

* Well olor fadius . 


is ruddy cOloF Fy ve been his reception. 
gloomily, his ruc! 7 * «| have 
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wie SY From the first deeoraa i am 

nof sun and y »y for H: ; . Oushy | 
a ‘a and am like to "axl to-night? erecting, offered by Cedrig feat, 
: Then why not do in the court © #\tng 


yard, to the a.m 
Why not?” Your Oscar Sir John was met in the: 
“Tt is too soon, wan. fend hires 7 
is still in London.” and cordial “welcome, ¢ 
: — not,” Cedric wager: tae a Aisciphing ani 
sting the little man on. , nal accorded 
roughly ca d your Oscar! d’Arsy’s wild tales > 
“ Beelzebub take you and ¥ “ey DEG e 
I will not.” waar en eepiageh : ridden, 
Dick gathered himself up slow vi f ean aiter ) they. 
rinning with rage and pam as he we coming cup to: 
eared after the soldier. Presently he you would rest. 
hobbled into the falconry, and, fum- time please y 
bling in a dark corner, drew out a little here. Very 5] 
vial. As he held it to the light the 
clear horn-note that had aroused Ga- 
brielle in her tower halted him, lis- 
tening. 
The queen's envoy had arrived. 
The, afternoon sunlight | struck 
cheerily through the rosy coritents of 
the miniature bottle. Dick was too 
stiff and sore to repeat the grotesque 
dance with which he celebrated his tri- 
umphs, but his ungainly feet shuffled, S; 
and he caressed the bottle with mur- : total 
mured endearments, his lizard’s eyes to the queen’s enyoy,. 
elistening. Neither he nor B 
_ Afterward he concealed the vial in small figure scurryin 
his green jerkin, and stole out into the the corridors on ha: 
castle. “_ lurking in the sh 
There had been no one in Londo Supper in the 
desirous. of undertaking the aggres- orate and spec 
sive mission to Falconmere. They England had B 
knew there of Count Bertrand; of his of life. _ When th 
deadly feud with his kinsmen, his fame time set he found 
as a Soldier, of those campaigns on the 4 luxury borrowe 
Continent and in the East, which had _ tine empire 
left him richer than report could gage. blended Rom 
They had heard of his Stern rule of luxury, = 
his people, the skirmishing warfare But it 
across the Scotch border where he crystal. 
taught an unskilled enemy something sels that Sir 
of French and Italian tactics. And gaze, i a 
most, they had heard of his absolute. Count Be 
indifference to laws or consequences, ti 
So it happened that Sir John Har- — 
court did not ride joyously across ¢ ‘ 
bridge of Falconmere that “Vy 


d in this 


with my lor 
d j in her 


a Gabrielle welcomet 
Be eet voice VETY steady. 

it S abood yite still, looking at 
carga ertrand looked at 
and a had done her work 


< 


Seay in London itself could 
> been found 4 figure more daz- 
J ‘than the lady whose pale-gold 
end snowy furs seemed to 
vor and hold the light, whose least 
ee eat started a mytiad flashes of 
Siena tee jewels she wore. 
deme” stammered the 

ieeed  “ Madame—" 
anald progress 10 farther. Count 
same to his relief, and pres- 

‘were seated together at the 

st embarrassment past. 
tial course of the meal, 
ong came noiselessly in 
wee behind Count Ber- 
His arms folded, his 
; the ground, he stood 
esqu E xity and silence. 
m was one established 
e's arrival. The master 
first with surprise, then 
but he never actually for- 

lance, and Cedric per- 
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arms of the seat as she looked across 
the hall. Doubt, fear, and unutterable 
horror struggled across the fair field 
of her face; it seeined that a visible cry 
rose in her eyes, but failed to pass her 
lips. 

 Tavoluntarily Sir John turned in his 
place to follow that gaze, and saw she 
was looking at the curtained door of 
entrance. 

A single servant had just passed it 
and was coming across the hall, bear- 
ing a salver, upon which stood three 
tall goblets, two of gold and one © 
massive silver, doubtless containing the 
sweet, spiced wine to conclude the 
meal. There was no one else—nothing 
to provoke that frozen terror. 

Dazed, Sir John turned back, to see 
that Cedric also had caught sight of 
the lady’s expression and had started 
forward in his place. 

“ You will join me in the hope that 
this may not be your last visit, Sir 
John,” Count Bertrand was saying, 
stretching out his hand for the silver 
cup. 
Already his fingers touched the stem, 
when Gabrielle rose in her place, stri- 
king aside the tray so fiercely that the 
goblets rolled crashing to the floor. 

“No! Not No!” she cried, her 
clear tones ringing through the hall. 
“ You must not drink—you shall not! 
Ah. Marie Vierge, what world is this! 
Drink not, my lord!” : 


Bertrand and Sir John rose simul-— me. 
taneously, as Cedric sprang forward: © % 
and the terrified servant recoiled. - ” 


Gabrielle stood swaying, her gemmed 
hands still extended, her small head 
thrown back. 


“ Madame, what is this?’’ demanded _ oa 


the count. 


¥ 


“he wine!” she panted. “The ©” 


Ls a 
aah ci. 


ee Pee dee on ctl ee 


ili fess 
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Cedric ran to the tp arm aroun 
Count Bertrand passed " glaced her in 
the shuddering girl and a gilver Cup. 
her chair, then picked up t vaseltke in 
It was very deep, almost he contents 
shape; at least a third ot be sa ae Sie 
still remained when he set ! 
able. ? 

- Can you tell us what you Saw, 
madame?’ he asked. fina 

“A man—a shadow among— 
shadows—who leaned over the silver, 
cup with a vial in his hand. . The tray 
was on the little table in the corridor, 
where this servant had left it a so 

t since.” 

» Get up, Martin,” Bertrand ordered 
the kneeling man. “Whom saw you 
in the corridor when’ you came? ” 

‘No one, my lord; I swear.” 

“ Is it your custom to leave the tray 
of cups there? ” 


oor indicated. 


“So please you, Master Armstrong _. 


told me I served the hippocras too hot, 
and bade me leave it there to cool.” 

Cedric, returning from a vain 
search, stopped short at that Speech, 
then with face aflame snatched the cup 
from the table, 

“ My lord, if you believ 
this, let me drink! 


m the cup, in my 
drink,” 


“ Stop,” Bertrand commanded im- 
periously. “Is all my household mad 
to-night? When J accuse you, Cedric, 
it will be time enough for your de- 
fense. Madame, you did not recogniz 
this man?” j 

Gabrielle shook her head. 


could not tell—he was just a 
shadow.” 

“ How could the assassin be assured 

€rson would take the poisoned 

7 Sir John inquired nervously, 

“ How do we know for whom it was 
Meant?” 


“ The silver cup. is mine,” Count 
Bertrand exp 


explained with brevity. “ An 
old ering Makes me choose it and 
No other drinks { rom tt. But we spend 
too much th 


ought on this. A secret 
enemy, a punished serf 


e I know of 
If there is poison 
igitorance [ will 


—some such | 


one would seek» 
bring fresh wine, a 
this cup and feed jg. 
then watch the , eS) 
household you y 1 
John; take My apolg 
Madame, are you , 
main with ys?" Fer 

Gabrielle lifted he 
Steady gray ones, 

“1 will Stay, my 


and leaned back on he 
pale in her gold-cel, 
the table and pj, 
gold-streaked o 
knelt on one knee 
chair, a 
“ Your scarf y 
tartled, she tury 
the face always so 
Cedric bore the 5 
eyes wnflinchi 


her hand to thas 
head and touched h 
ing sleeve. The » 
king the silver cup, peti 
Count Be 52 rand’s « r m4 . aie 
There fell a pause 
who were left toge 
Musing, troubled and- 
brielle waited, as sk 
that Bertrand waited 
pose of the visit-to 
Madame,” the 
little since. Was it 
herself. The color 
cheeks as she rian 
“That is a strar : 
demurred. 5 
" As both, then. 
then, as 18 COM ; 
This time 
his ins nin. 


7. 


~3 


Pra 


will; if you desire more 
will leave you with my 


man urged ear- 
at Bertrand, I seem to re- 
itality Fwith insult, but I 
envoy. Clearly I see 
"Margaret has been de- 
s much lies hidden in your 
t me beg the count- 
estions not put idly 
4 mn “ dam a? 
aplied Gabrielle stead- 


sa 


a 


Thate and fear the 


yse before her and 
wainst the first day’s 
aw the gorgeous rooms 
= and the considera- 
[her at peace in them; 
rand at bay before the 
sk of her lover, and 
powerful voice in the 
bared the life that lover 
by every rule of war. 
truggled for calm 
he answer. 
/ and turned her burn- 
eretly compel your 
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standing’ a glittering figure in the fire- 
light. 

" Justice—let me give justice! As 
you find me now, so I am every day. 
As my lord treats me in your presence, 
so he treats me when alone. And 
justice to me also: I, a wife, never sent 
word or message to any man. Pray 
you believe that, sir: and make your 
light-tongued Londen believe, Who- 
ever spoke those things spoke falsely 
Or im’ error. But” ? 

Sir John had risen as she rose, and 
now paused as she paused, his atten- 
tion breathless. Bertrand never moved, 
nor showed by any sign that it was his 


future peace or war, perhaps his life ~ 


or death on a scaffold that the girl’s 


voice was deciding. Slowly Gabrielle - 


let her arms fall by her side, the tran- 
sient flush dying from her face. 

“ But—I was made a wife by force; 
so much is true. I was betrothed to 
Sir Oscar d’Arsy when Lord Bertrand 
took me against my will. That is past 
—what of it now?” 

“ Madame, the queen offers you her 
protection, and has given me license to 
take you to London.” 

“For what, sir?” 

Sir John cast a troubled glance at 
the third member of the conference. 
He was not so inexperienced in men as 


to translate Bertrand’s silence into a ne 
promise of yielding the submission de-= 


manded. | 
“™o take from Count Bertrand a 


d good not rightfully his, madame; to” 
~ place you in a convent where you may 

be at peace.” ee 
Gabrielle turned back to her chai 


ttl 


It was a moment before she r 
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450 ly the queen 
put, pray 
are, to ibave 


here, sir; and one 
that I give are ee 
her, things being 


ier 
” ; both soldie 
a Phe was a hush; to ation that 


ns 
and courtier came fe ‘arian ha d 
something white Patan view-point 
brushed ‘me their ‘ 
and passe On. yor joined ir 
agp ee: ar ee I vhs before 
John, with simp pas lecia. Maaco 
cat be ale lad of this ending. 
mere, I am heartily gla core 
Forgive me my errand, and to-1 
rill ride home.’ 
7 Jeghe forgiving, but the sepes y 
was not yours,” Bertrand returned, his 
“T will remember 
composure perfect. 
only the one who sent you. What now, 
Cedric? ” 
The lieutenant saluted. 
“My lord, the wolf-hound that 
drank the wine is dead.” 
“Good. You may go.” | 
Gabrielle made a slight movement. 
“Wait, Cedric. You desired some- 
thing, madame? ” 7 
"To rest,” she responded hurriedly, 
More embarrassed before her husband 
than she had been since the day he 
brought her home. “To go to my 
room, 1f you and Sir John have finished 
with me. And—the 
long and dark, with o 


nly mywomen— 4h : 
if Master Armstrong could attend 
me—” 
“You especially 


madame? ” 


She shook her head. 


Only becatise of 
seem to see 


Silver cup!” 


the dark. 
yet the man beside 


Bertrand rose, or 
Ce : 


sit John, you will 
a brief space, 


vi : p ay 
she murmured, 
her hand, s 


. 
au 
ae 
a 
sy 


corridors are so 


choose — Cedric, ch 


It 
the hes 


bent his head to study 
girl. And his Own face 
stirred. Mey ie a 
wise,” he said. 
firmed Oscar’s : 
set you free, g 
or scaffold.” 
“ You wou 
6é No, v 
fortunes on it 
you for 
chances with 
Crescent! ‘Tf! 


Rah: 


3 oa 


uy 
‘ 


a % 


a anted, 
ot he?” 4 

nth had wrought much change 
ate opnnion of Faleonmere aril 
x were’s prraster. Moreover, she 
ard wales of Castle Dare that al- 
eeoncived her to the abduction of 
saregs, To her practical com- 
snee there could be bet one end 
marriage that had taken place; 
. she sorry to hasten it. 

nome so ugly, madanre ; 
for that,” she made dry 


“No, nol 


~ 


ff into a chair, hiding her 
old-hued draperies. But 
‘closed eyes was painted 

nd’s strong, passion- 


ve a brief direction 
qd a fterward. 

mi on your men, 
asily. Watch for 
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¢ is such plenty here! If | might 
go among thern—" 
“ You are mistress here; do as you 


will, But take Cedric with you. We 
are not distant from the Seottish 
horder.”’ 


Jt was not of the Scots he thought, 
hemerer 4 looked at his wile, bs 
! Oscar d' Arsy’s covetous eyes, ‘That 
night of Sir John Hareourt’s visit had 
made no change in relations; Ber- 
trand’s self-control had never failed a 
second time hefore Gabrielle. Yet the 
self-knowledge that incident had 
brought him made him guard her more 
jealously than before. 

So, day after day, Gabrielle and EI- 
lena rode out over the countryside, at- 
tended by Cedric Armstrong and a 
couple of his men, Gabrielle had never 
known the cause of Cedric’s first en- 
mity toward her; she did not know 
now why he was her friend, but she 
delighted in his protection and the free- 
dom it gave her. 

The good she did shone starlike over 
the dreariness of the peasants’ lives. 
Many an earthen floor felt the light 
pressure of her small, velvet-shod foot ; 
many a dull ear learned to listen for 
the softly accented southern voice. 

The snow lay deep on the ground 
and the preparations for Yuletide were 
commencing, when the dusk overtook 
Gabrielle one day, on such an expedi- 
tion. 

“ Master Armstrong,” she said, com- 
ing out of the last hut, “it grows lates 
Do you take Thomas and go to the 
cottages beyond the meadows, with the 
things he bears. I will ride on with 
Eflena and Peter, lest we be late home 


‘and displease Count Bertrand.” 


Cedric demurred. 
_ Leave you, my lady’ Thomas can 


j mie. 
1as has no knowledge of how 
be dealt. You will overtake 


» i 
. eat ie 
Ct gly, brn 


qeieisy Pe he 
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+t his me 
long time Cedric had age of one 
nonchalance, having the ¢ Tne 


carrying some constant ar xie oat the 
household gaily whisper ese his 
countess’s charities had SP ed up at 
spirits. Certainly, as he Mate satin 
the fading sky and back at ‘peer 
tress, his expression was uneasy 
ar from cheerful. 
oa! If 1 wish it?’ Gabrielle papas: 
‘Tf you command, my lady, | iieig: 
obey. But I beg you not to do 90, ol 
“Why not? r, she demanded. jee 
as he found no immediate reply f , 
Master Armstrong; it grows dark, an 
we are five niles from home, 


Very reluctantly he submitted.” The — 


victor led her train of two toward Fal- 
conmere at a brisk trot. - 
A trifle farther on the road turned 
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Uy a a Weis 
ul et WS, eee 


piel 


PR 
Stupefied, she looked” it hy 
them gray in the reflecte a 

snow. aa 

OF if you told him the ¢« 
did you not lie?” He ai 
horse nearer, the savage 4. 
tone according well wing 
sion. ‘ Gabrielle, you thaws, 
both! Your Story carried 4 
would have confirmed mina 
tried to keep you, ag Pa,” 

would, Bertrand woula a. 
_ under ban as a traito 
and his wealth we 
Ee 


aside and passed through a mule strip h 


of forest-land. _ 
Cedric’s last anxious glance had been 


directed, and not without reason. As 
the party entered the avenue of trees a 


horseman moved down the path to meet 
them, 


The three halted in confusion, Fl. 


lena reined in her palfrey with a ery of — 
fear; the man-at-arms pressed for- 


ward. 


“ My lady, he wears not my lord’s 
colors or badge!” he said. = Go you . 


back with the maid and let me on to 
meet him.” 


Gabrielle checked him imperiously, 


The rider was 
horse a few yards away. 
“Lady Gabrielle, bid 


your people. 
Stand hack,” he bade, “ | have that to 


say which is not for them.” 
Gabrielle extended 


) her gloved hand 
to sign back Ellena and Peter, and rode 


forward until she faced the other. 
‘ What madness 1S 

she asked sorrowfully, 

Cnough of grief withou 

ertrand’s men. ki 

tyes? Ah, why ar 


Why did you | 
retorte 


e you here?” 


d, between his 


Toward this point 


she forbade breathlessly, 


this, Sir Oscar? ” 
“ Have I not a: 
t seeing Lord } 
ll you beneath my — 


ie to Harcourt?” he “ 
locked teeth, ppt. 


“wy 


upon them, halting his hig: rial 


feo head to foot she beating off the hands that 


a her appalled, dark eyes her. ~~“ Help — Master Armstrong! 


i used me,” she Indeed it was time. 
ddily. “Instead— Leave missed the noble in a 
2 


ness. Forgive, as I “Do not fo 


ORCS. Oscar, go; they will kill you.” 
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clutched at 


Peter just 
furious thrust, 
riding at him with leveled spear, 
Cedric’s answering call was at hand, 
Oscar wrenched his own horse aside, 


defeated, and plunged into the dark 
| woods, in the direction of Castle Dare. 
y. My father “ Follow him not,” Gabrielle gasped, 


ously to our = striving to quiet her plunging mount. 
yeech, sweeting. “Stay, Peter!” 


3 tale—how you ~ Lady, ladyt” Cedric called, dash- i 


‘ Tey, 
ito 
Pe 


the cup Dick ing up to them, his voice hoarse with 
dto save us all, bitter anxiety, “‘ What is this? Who” 
| llow him! Stay here! ” 
Cedric cast one glance after’ the 
firmly, : ~ rider crashing through the forest un- i i. 
mew of the dergrowth, a glance not so much of > ie 
atbe done?” — surprise as of fiery wrath, then swune a 
of conscience? himself to the ground and ran to take » ~ oy 
ke the bridle of Gabrielle’s horse. 
“Lady, you are unharmed?” aa 
“ Yes,” she panted. “ Yes. Let 16.) 
one dismount—let us go home; only — 
let us go home.” fae 


Bewildered and alarmed, the rest of i 
the party regarded each other, dazed by oy ae 
the suddenness of the whole events 

Gabrielle recovered herself first; 

chiefly from her desperate desire fo 
the safety and refuge of that castle ; 
nce called a prison. It seeme 
ae __ this moment of panic, 
hose grimstone walls lay 


? ity on earth. : 
ig’ Het us go home,” she repeate 

“Mount and march,” Cedrie ¢o 
y. “Heard you n 


op as 


ie eet 


or a momer rsup- 
Ple, soft body re : nent her Sup: = oe 
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when I and strange a sat : 
the snow and the w; 
Mer ie eq at him. — + unt Bertrand w 
‘ Winee on the icily quiet neers pa she Pit 4 aay 
he repeate 4 1ed to shrin | Se 
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“ My lord, 


| They went in. 
re : i 2 ee 
eee the glint of nah a abrielld At the door “ofs 
a 3 as mine, | 
“The fault Ww 


: ‘‘Tt was I ) ‘ 
ained hastily. 


t the ruler of } 
exp! : Armstrong to 80° 4p Se ae 
commanded artes had no choice, MY fe abit: peta, *- 
on in ndeed, he did protest.” fused eive wae 


fused—give me 1 

the future take a Saas: 

“So? Then for dric: for no know I must spea’ 

from me, Ce ric. . 66 ‘ igs apie ? 

acne you leave sight of your mis- g Bec bse 

catise nae you attend her out, unless e moved 41 

rat Dice Madame, you will excuse room, ay NE Bee 
m ine Bo 

ris overrule of you; you know noth- support. 


; - ** Master. Arie - 
country’s dangers. | er Armstro 
*<T on see ane what you do,” all fault toward me 
she responded, like a wearied child. me he has not ¢ 


So brief had been the moment since or done aught the 
their arrival that Gabrielle was still in witnessed, my 
the saddle and Count Bertrand on the cause that [—_ 
‘steps of the castle itself. Now, as she 
moved, Cedric sprang to aid her dis- 
mount. 

But Gabrielle, already overwrought, annot wi 
recoiled sharply, flinging out her hand Bertrand studied 
in horrified repugnance. inscrutable. 

“Do not touch me!” she exclaimed — “ How © 
with vehemence. “ Oh, that is over— party in the 
Tamill— Not-you;not now!” One coe 

Cedric drew back as from a blow, bent. 
his hand falling by his side. The whole 
courtyard stood amazed; the servants 
bearing lights let them waver while 
they stared; the sentries by the gate 
turned in their places to see, ‘This to 
Cedric Armstrong, her chosen cava- 
lier and guard, from the STAacious 
Gabrielle — this tacit condemnation 
given before the master! _. ; 


In the hush of stupefaction Count fa | 


ertr ike 
Ttrand descended the steps, Se 
ermit me, madame,” he offered. aie 


© swayed toward hj 


m and let him — 
er down. 


lift h 


sted in his arms, and) | Coun 


s ee was (oo weary 
a a oe came to his chosen 
a hind the — rw he 
ling in no cuty, és a 
‘ga one gay. 
ees rd Count < nbeone — 
or. apartments, and Cedric 
’ oem where Dick Court- 
tt with the falcons. 
elived wit where Cedric had 
«4 hie chief at work on the first 
ow of Gabrielle's arrival was al- 
‘obtly lighted at night. Count 
wed slept but few hours, a sol- 
vestless habit, and his windows 
» out across the countryside when 
be castle else was dark. So the 
‘seized him this night, and he 
among the strange writings 
s that littered his table. 
ystal - and -Ivory hour - glass 
turned five times since the 
yhen a knock sounded on the 


Count Bertrand bade, not 
p from his reading. 

ve door opened and re- 
‘ without sound; the soft 
ig robes crossed the un- 
or. After an instant 


Armstrong : it is 
@ hear what I must 
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his wife with a somber wonder at the 
thing that had overtaken him with the 
coming of thid frail girl mto hig house. 

And when Cedric had entered he 
brought no discordant element; sim- 
ply saluting and standing at grave 
attention, 

“ Madame?” invited Bertrand qui- 
etly. 

Gabrielle rose and moved out before 
the table, She had changed her ri- 
ding-habit, and in her gleaming white 
robes, to which the ruby cross she wore 
lent a fiery touch of color, she seemed 
a luminous alien to the place and 
scene. 

“Sit you there, my lord,” she 
urged, as Bertrand would have. risen 
also. ‘Let us two stand here, For, 
ag judge, you are to listen, I have 
asked you send for Master Arm- 
strong because of that, desiring frank- 
ness above all things.” 

Bertrand resumed his seat behind 
the table. His arms folded, his au- 
burn head slightly bent, Cedric waited, 
martially impassive. 

“ All to-night I have struggled with 
doubt and anguish,” Gabrielle said un- 
steadily. “For men’s lives hang on 
my speech, and of giving death I have 
a dread beyond my telling. Yet—l 
am your wife, Lord Bertrand! I owe 


you for much kindness; to-day I have 


realized how much.” She caught her 
breath, faltering. ‘ Oh, my lord, you, 
whom neither fear nor pity nor anger 
can blind or swerve aside; you, whose 
justice wavers for no cause of passion 
-——decide for me. Decide for me, you 
who make your own stern law—lI have 
learned to-day, from one who was 
once my friend, what, as loyal to the 
bread J eat and the name I have taken, 
I should tell to you, Is it right that I 
should speak?” 

“Tt is right that yor sHould speak, 
madame,” answered Count Bertrand. 

She lifted the ruby cross to her lips, 


m- and there was a pause. 
h “Since first you brought me to Fal- 


amere,”’ she said, “there has been 


Rowe 


~ tell m 


THE CAVALIER, — 


id st tions 
whispers and suggestions, 
loathsome my grief to crime 


such effort as | have no heart to re 


ret eC. : : 
and tty tole upon my unguarded 
eat. : . 


: nts, he watched for me - lonely 
tk EP to press his hatefu argu- 
rf * | Paci 
as until my horror of him grew 
Sore ou saw it and forbade 


reat that y 
ate approach me. I knew that to 


1 you of his speeches would — et 
ne this; but because he only hinted 0: 
nahn? I myself might do, and because 
i was a cripple and I felt I would 
cennenict him to death, I kept silence. 
I truly believed he would venture. ree 
do no harm, cen qT hen came the 

‘the silver cup. ra 
rg ne her dark eyes dilating 
at the recollection, and drew a step 
nearer the table. | 

“1 did not see plainly the man who 
emptied a vial into the cup, or I would 
have spoken then. I guessed, but I 
did not know. So I waited. Yester- 
day, I—yesterday a rider from Castle 
Dare met me in the forest. Need I 
say who, my lord?” 5 

“There is no need, madame” 

She laid one hand over her hurry- 
ing heart, meeting his gaze. 

“He told me, speaking in the heat 
of anger with me, that there was 
treachery in Falconmere. He told me 
that Dick, your falconer, had poisoned 
the silver cup because you had him 
punished for following me against 
your order. He knew the man was 
guilty, and might try again.” 

There are habits purely mechanical. 
Bertrand leaned to turn the spent 
hour-glass_ before replying, poising 


the glittering toy in his strong, white 


fingers with a certain preoccupation, 
I give you my thanks, madame,” 


he responded. “ Nor let your tender- 


ness feel the burden of this accusation 


too heavy; I have suspected Dick these 


Many days. St 
S, uch animal , 
venonicgn” als are ever 


“There js 
faintly, 


more,” Gabrielle said 
.. | wait wh 
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at it may please you to 
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then something ‘ray 
across the dark Iyetee + @0d 
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that Master Armstrono 1, 
had taken his gifts tg he 
opening the gates of Ff, 
night, to the Castle } 
arms,” be See AC, 
At once, under 6 
glance in the hall, dull ¢ 
again to leave him paler 
But he did not move or s 
surprise; nor did he look 
the two who looked at hip 
the three then realized 
tated witness had spi 
name she had sought t 
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Perhaps through 
officer kept in control the stom 
“My lord, once you 


voice strained and unt 
“There is no need 

a promise given; I dot 

that what you ask of} 


“No; you are tree, 
Cedric saluted, then 


knee before her, too®, 
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And whether this matter 


a A my hfe or death, { am 
‘servant and beg you 


é dn “groubled thought bec ause 


waiting fer mo reply; sa- 
again, and left the 
turned blindly to the 


a ae , and, smpking into it, hid 


ay 
sy cee 


ts broad arm, 


tf regarded her tor 
ae “‘Oace he passed his 
s his forehead with an im- 
sdulous gesture; as a man, 
+ and strong, who finds 

jn pain. Finally he turned his 

y and-fixed his moody gaze 
: where Cedric had lately 


sands in the hour-glass 


| ~“y 1 : T would 4 back, = 
eat last said. 
d turned to her at once. 
re alone?” he questioned 


aes. ” ae not bring even 
so witness this disgrace to Mas- 
trong. It was so hard, with- 
it? Rut I was not sure of the 
~ ad the corridors were so long 


red soit the writings that 
: earlier, and the rustle 
rtled glance. If her eyes 
eciphered those illumi- 
of Greek script, Gabrielle 
med much of her hus- 

ha no one else i in England 
ie w Td romance — 


“her curtsy: tp. hima, neither speaking ae 


ertrand went back "> > hi a 
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have granted me one grace that I shall 
not forget. Madame, 1 thank you for 
your trust im me as judge. And I be- 
lieve yor will rest content with my 
decisions. 

Her heavy fringe of lashes fell, as 
she inclined her head in acknow ledg- 
ment. She wanted to protest, to ery 
that it was not as he thought—that it 
was the picture of his death at the 
hands of Oscar’s men, surprised as he 
slept and overpowered, that had driven 
her to his room at this hour. But a 
strange tear that was different from 
any fear she had ever felt held her 
dumb, 

“T have learned to-day to value 
honor and justice,” she said presently, 
“even though I am bruised between 
them. I am weary and very sorrow- 
ful; with your permission, I will go 
now. 

He rose, but remained for an instant 
by the table, his stern and classically 
severe profile outlined by the taper- 
light. 

““Tr is not my honor and justice 
which have bruised you, madama, but 
my dishonor and injustice. My own 
passions I consulted in bringing you 
here: the return you make is to save 
my life and castle. If it is a satisfac- 
tion to you to know it, I suffer a pen- 
alty your innocence cannot fathom. If 
there is any way that I can make your 
own life less bitter, I ask you to 
name it.” 

“There is nothing,’ she refused, 
just audibly. “If I should ask any- 
thing of your kindness, it would be to 
deal leniently w ith Master Arim- 
strong.” : 

“Cedric Armstrong-must make his 
own plea, madame. Yet I think you 


o-night, | 1 have little care for him; I know 
t the my men. Shall we go?” 


and — 


She laid her hand on his arm pe! 
; 


they went back to the éast tower. 
he saluted her and she swept 


Bees. 

4 a 4 nf Pe 

ae 7 
me “You 
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5S The evening 
ed from post 
alls, but he 


ihe nny 
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ie revealed Count 
‘hair beside the 
omen ‘ | : abet had bent to 
: ipon his arms. 
Te. the pearl tints of —_ 
ee t the window the vigi 


showed agains 


nlite mee [3 promise 2 
ao. violet clouds lay along the hor! 


se-colored mists curled 
ocepige age broad booden 
+ ed after. the spent tempest. a 
lay there like a delicate sas on 
breast of her lover, the watcher re 
fected idly, and his stern ore ye 
warmed and lightened. He rose wit 
an impatient movement and went to 
Joor. 
a the outer corridor it was still 
gray dusk, but through the ‘dininess 
glimmered a white figure, lying it the 
chair where the attendant page usually 
waited his master’s orders. But ‘this 
attendant was no page. Count Ber- 
trand took a step forward—and saw 
his stolen wife asleep before his door, 

a mae ” he exclaimed hoarsely. 
“ Madame!” 

With a faint cry, Gabrielle started 
up, then sank back, striving to hide’ her 
burning face with her small fingers. 

Pardon,” she articulated. 

“Pardon? For what? 
you here? ” 

_1 followed you back— 
took me to the east tower, "You had 
no guard at your door—Master Arm- 


str 
Sia is. gone—and I feared the man - 


Shaken as h 
oye ae Be had eS 


Why are 
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ertrand Se ia 
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ory not look, 
one eels the hoo 

‘ Not—d ma of» wl | 
audibly, she Whispet 

She was sw ae 
against hig besa bee i e 
touch lifted her fac 18 Steg 
Never had Oscar hone Nee pe 
that, never would Be ed at 
tui Lucifer’s eyes ver 

wove, then?” he | 
strange to her, mate. 
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was the consciousness 
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He awoke when 1 
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throat. ae 
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- ae . 
 iauohed grimly. 
Be ight in the dark, with 
‘and trickery. It 1s too late! 
“nar J atm accused of treason to 
4. with you. None knows bet- 
, vou now that it is not so— 
ved with you and Dick only 
"i in your black schemes. 
Sed write that down for me to 
aN ae Out on you, to ask 
op ee 


oy 


your challenge, though he 
su should slay him! But Tam 
oldier and no gentleman. Rise 
as I bid you, for the steel 
eck. There are the tools 


d and I are enemies, but he 
id it his duty as a noble to 
sal who dared murder his 


w my lord,” answered Ced- 
fyly. “ And I have no mind 
ut unless you force me. 
r dragged himself 
d with hate and fear, his 

king hope of escape. 

on his arm, Cedric’s 
‘ook the pen and 


officer warned, 


, making the vindi- 
aplete in his desire 
iM came to an end 


face twitching 
put the paper 


to the door. 


4 would give you a sword - 
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deep, lined with jutting rocks now 
masked in soft, ermine-pure drifts of 
snow. As the two men halted at its 
brink the silver tinkle of a waterfall 
far below came musically to their 
ears. 


Abruptly Cedric flung away the 


, dagger that he held and leaped back 


a pace, his blue eyes sparkling chal- 
lenge. 

“You shall not boast to the imps 
that I feared you,’ he mocked. 
‘“Empty-handed are we both—save 
yourself an’ you can!”’ 

Oscar’s hand darted to his breast, 
clutching a dagger concealed there. 
Straight at his enemy he _ sprang, 
weapon poised; triumphant in the 
knowledge that the other man was un- 
armed. 

The attack was fairly met. Still 
laughing, Cedric struck the knife aside 
with his left hand, and his clenched 
right struck the noble’s chin with an 
impact like a hammer. 

Oscar reeled back, and over the 
chasm’s edge as his foe had planned. 
His body crashed down from point to 
point, starting avalanches of loose 
stone that clattered after; the winter 
dawn’s stillness was broken by hideous 
clamor. But never again was there a 
cry from the man who had gone 
stunned to his death. 

Cedric Armstrong came to the brink 
and looked down presently. The dark 
figure rested across the ice-sheathed 
brook, whose waters ran stained away 
and tinkled no less musically because 
of it. 

After a moment, Cedric brought the 
dead noble’s sword and dagger, and 
tossed them down where the fall 
might have shaken them from their 


-scabbards. The evidence was complete. 


Sir Oscar d’Arsy had made a mis- 
step on the cliff’s snowy edge; search- 
ers could find no more. Humming a 
snatch of border melody, Cedric Arm- 
strong untied his horse from a “neat- 


very Falconmere. | nies 


by sapling, mounted, and rode home to | 
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